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introductory... 


"'The foundation of every state 
is the education of its youth."' 


St. George’s School 


of Montreal 


Introductory (page one) 
Creative Arts (page seven) 
(page twenty-three) 

(page thirty-one) 


Nigel Lester (Editor-in-chief) 
Susie Goldbloom (Assistant Editor) 
Jim Shavick (Business Manager) 
Goldie Morgentaler (Literary Editor) 
Katie Taylor (Art Editor) 
Vanessa Compton (Circulation Manager) 


Indirections from the Principal 


I hadn't been at St. George's long before I stubbed my toe on non- 
conformity. After three years, I think I am still limping a little. 


Obviously, you have all read Henry Thoreau, where he says, 


"Tf a man does not keep pace with his companions, perhaps it is because 
he hears a different drummer. Let him step to the music which he hears, 
however measured or far away.''! 


In theory, this is fine, especially if you live in a log hut beside a 
deserted lake and don't interfere with anyone. In practice, perhaps there is 
something that can be said for conformity. Everybody is criticising conformity 
these days, it's the '"in'' thing to do (that is if 'in'' still means "'in'' and we 
don't now have to say ''out'' to be ''in''). Let us not forget that there is at least 
one thing that can be said in favour of conformity. Youcan practice it without 
making a fool of yourself. 


We can't all be non-conformists, we can't all be original, but does it 
really matter? The one thing the non-conformist hates worse than a conformist 
is another non-conformist who doesn't conform to the prevailing standard of non- 
conformity. 


I think we all agree that this country needs the way-out thinker, however 
it can well do without the ''kooks''. You can be a non-conformist in ideas without 
having to justify your way out ideas with outrageous behaviour. Be original if you 
can, be intellectual if you are, but please, please, retain some humility. Intel- 
lectual arrogance is the worst kind, but like all arrogance, it is only a vain at- 
tempt to hide your own inadequacy. Remember, you prove nothing really by, 
exaggerated clothing styles, unshorn locks or mythical morals. 


In school, in life, believe your head because this will provide you with 
reason, but also believe your heart because that willtemper reason with compas- 
sion. It is a pity that today reason and compassion are such strange bedfellows. 


Goodbye, Good luck, God Bless. 


R. Lester 


Pres. Release 


There are many things for this year's Student Council to do: last year's only touched on a few of them. 


Firstly, the little social service group at St. George's has been a success, and has provided valuable experiences for the dozen 
students involved. Surely this is ready for some expansion and re-organization. St. George's volunteers contributed greatly to the work of 
Tyndale House, and should certainly continue to help out there for as long as they can be of service. As well, the Study Centre Project, which 
will be getting underway this September and October, will create a fresh demand for capable, mature volunteers--a demand which St, 
George's volunteers should help to meet. 


Secondly, St. George's should try to establish a leading position in the newly-formed Students' High School Federation. This 
Federation is in a fluid state as I write this, but I expect that by September, it will have been granted a Charter from the Province of 
Quebec, and will be a working entity. A set of by-laws were drawn up in May: these by-laws outline the structure of the organization, and 
give some idea of possible courses which its development could take. Since I don't have space to dwell on this here, I will just say that this 
Federation is not a little or meaningless thing; on the contrary, if given the support and leadership which it needs, it will very greatly en- 
large the scope and meaning of student government at all its member schools. And surely it is not too much to say that such an enlargement 
will improve the education which each of these schools offers its students. 


In these two areas - social service and inter-school organization - the 1965-66 Student Council has concentrated its efforts. While 
it continues to develop efforts in these areas, I would like to see the 1966-67 Student Council turn some of its attention to other problems, 
such as the development of an intelligent and useful system of student-administered discipline, the revamping of the system of student gov- 
ernment at St. George's to encourage active participation in student affairs by all students, and the finding of a role for student government 
in the academic role of the school. 


I would also like to see this year's Student Council give some thought to ways of encouraging active participation by students in so- 
cial, moral and political questions outside of school. Three years ago, a Grade XI student proposed a system by which any student in the 
High School who felt strongly about a particular question (the question involved at the time was that of capital punishment) could seek to 
obtain the support of the student body and of the Student Council in helping to resolve that question through any feasible means. The idea I am 
supporting here is the same one that Professor Gifford expounded last year when he spoke to us at school: that responsible and articulate 
people can constitute a significant political force regardless of whether or not they are eligible to vote. This is something which I wish last 
year's Student Council had more time to explore, and I hope that this year's will give it some consideration, In whatever areas this year's 
Student Council decides to spend its efforts, I wish it the best of luck. 


Lastly, I would like to thank Mr. Lester for the help he has given me this year, and for the support he has given the Students! 
Federation at meetings of the independent school principals. Student government af St. George's has been greatly improved for his having 
been here. 


D. Bruck 


The Student, the School, and the Community 


Why has North America been so slow in ac- 
Editorial cepting the older teenager as a responsible mem- 
Sa a a ber of the community? 

This question should have been asked a long 
time ago; perhaps if it had, many changes which 
are now beginning to take place would already have 
happened, 

The question is easily asked, but the answer 
is complex and less easily found, it must be sought 
in the essential nature of present-day North 
American urban society. 

In an agricultural society, children tend to be 
given a good deal of responsibility at a relatively 
early age, and to play a significant role in the fa- 
mily's work and, by extension, in the community. 

In an urban setting, however, these roles have 
become minimized--rightly so, to some degree, 
because the future of our society depends on the 

effectiveness with which we pursue our education. (This is, of course, every bit as true in 
the agricultural community as it is in the urban.) 

Nonetheless, if the student is isolated from practical participation in the community, 
if his or her experience throughout their school life is wholly academic-then both student and 
society suffer. 

Is the school to be blamed for this situation? The answer cannot be entirely in the 
negative. 

There are educators who fail to see their job as the preparation of students for life, 
and who feel that what they teach in the classroom forms a full story of their field. There 
are those who sense the need for practical experience, but who seem overwhelmed by the 
ever-increasing masses of facts which are available to be learned. 

The importance of facts is clearly beyond denial, but their dominance of our educa- 
tional system will pass--firstly, because as they become organized and classified and ab- 
sorbed into our everyday lives they become easier to learn; secondly, because as we re-think 
our educational system we realize that we must plan to spend our whole lives, not just our 
school years, learning them; and thirdly, because we must re-learn the values and techniques 
of working with human beings. 

Automation (not yet an unmixed blessing), and the evolution of society towards 
shorter working-hours and broader welfare services, will bring greater emphasis in coming 
years on careers in helping people. For the high-school or college student facing the choice 
of a career, experience is a better counsellor than theory, and a surer guide than luck. 

The will to work is widely distributed among teenagers; the opportunity is often hard 
to find. The students can achieve only limited opportunities by their own initiative; the school 
must be their agent and their ambassador. 

It is not enough to find a place in the community for student participation; there must 
be a purpose to it--the dual purpose of benefit to the community and integration into the 
school curriculum, Here again, the school can more easily and more acceptably make the 
arrangements than can the students themselves--although the students should take over at the 
earliest possible stage, and through their council should have a voice in the planning. 

This work has begun, not only at St. George's but at schools all over the continent. 
It must continue and grow. 

If teenagers anywhere have been given, by some of their groups, a bad name, this is 
the way to erase it. 

This is citizenship. 


creative arts... 


Che Ballad ofa Pop Singer 


Bonny Dylavan war hi' name, hi' name, 
Hi' guitar i' hi' hoon, 

Just waitin' for hi' big chance, 
Whilst hoolin' a' the moon, 


Hipguard, hopguard, 

Nothing ever stop guard, 
Although he go calypso woe, 

He still can't stand to pop lard, 


"Dylavan! "Dylavan! "cried a voice from below, 
An the bonny lad looked doon, 

Ther war a little thingy ther, 
Upon hi' Beatle shoon. 


"My nam i' Loogy," quoth the thing, 
"I'll make ye to a Star, 

Ye'll sing along wi' ma new groop, 
They're called the Gorbies Twa." 


Quoth Dylavan, "Fab! marv! great gear! 
So he became the rave; 

And quadrillions of lassies, 
Would've loved to be hi' slave. 


But finally the bloo fell, bloo fell, 
A new groop hi' the scoon, 

Now Dylavan's back i' the alley, 
A' hooling a' the moon. 


Glen Cram (VII) 


The Emancipation of the Pet 


The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals has 
often been lauded for its fine work in the field of human-animal 
relations. Never have owners been more devoted and benevolent 
to their pets . Dogs are regularly escorted, caressed with touching 
tenderness, bathed in perfumed waters, fed exotic foods with rich 
Sauces, and clipped in the latest fashion, Cats are treated like- 
wise. Fish are supplied with the most up-to-date conveniences in 
their homes, and birds are equipped with professional gymnastic 
apparatus. Man is doing his share to insure that ''a dog's best 
friend is man"', 


Another similar advancement has been the tendency towards 
a mutual relationship between humans. Lovers strive to satisfy 
each other. Parents wish gratitude of their children in return for 
their loyal attentions and long sufferances. Successful business 
contacts are also founded on the same fundamental princ iple: 
creditor gives, debtor repays , Emphasis is equally placed on stu- 
dents' contribution to their school and their benefit. Indeed, the 
key to a meaningful and happy relation is dependent on a favour- 
able exchange between the two parties concerned. 


However, it is my contention that the Society has utterly 
failed to enforce the other end of the social contract. The domes- 
ticated pet has shamefully neglected his obligations. The pet's 
flabbiness and insensitiveness is due to overpampering. Leisure- 
ly repose has bred laziness. Doting masters have cultivated self- 
interest and vanity in these noble creatures. Therefore, pets of 
the world, arise from your torpor! 


May you become an everlasting source of joy to your mas- 
ters. Stand up and pat his head of hair. Put a collar around his 
neck and lead him on gay outings to the park, Unleash him and let 
him exalt in freedom. Prepare him a hot dinner of all-beef chunks 
with added nutrients and a savoury gravy. Roll back his covers 
and place his slippers at his bedside. Bark a sincere good night 
and you will rest assured of his gratitude. You will have fulfilled 
your social, moral, and economic obligaticns to the human. 


Robert Berman (XI) 


Leon Holt (x) 


Valerie Gold (viii) 


Kathe Roth (vi) 


Oh, school tomorrow! I always say, 
‘As I get up in the morning everyday. 
But not always a lament. There's some joy 
working school work with every girl and boy. 
With Martha Parker, Angelica Fox, 
but we still don't, still don't play with blocks. 
They do in kindergarten, yes they do. 
But I'm very glad to be in Grade 2! 
Oh, school tomorrow! I always say, 
As I get up in the morning every day.... 
But not always. 


Andrea Donderi 
(m1) 


Jones thinks. 


Fredericton, N. B."' 


can,"' 


The Gull-catcher’s Fly-catcher 


Mr. Mulligan Jones has just set up a marvellous business. It is a short-range venture, of course, but really a very 
profitable experiment, It shows where the rewards of a sense of humour can take one in this world - or so Mr. Mull igan 


It all started when he was incredulously scanning the grandiloquent advertisements in a cheap, but widely read, 
magazine, They promised everything from hair growing on an ex-bald head to salvation from a plastic icon. He wondered 
just how many people had enough stupidity, desperation, or curiosity to be gulls caught by such promises. Well, he found out. 


"Hate summer's pests? Here's the infallible method to end your misery!'' His advertisement blazoned in the 
cheapest magazines the next day. ''The miraculous secret is yours for just one dollar, friends. What trivial cost for such 
deliverance’! Not a poisonous spray, not a sticky tape, yet it does the job. Send money to Mr. Mulligan's Miracles, Box 66, 


Three hundred persons could not resist his arguments. They solemnly sent in their dollars, probably happy that no 
boxtops were required, and waited for their pest-killers. Three weeks later, at the height of black-fly season, and by Third- 
class mail, they got them. Each received two well-cut blocks of wood and a pack of Kleenex with instructions:- 


Carefully take fly between thumb and forefinger, right hand, while holding Block A in left hand. Place fly on Block A, 
Dexterously, pick up Block B, right hand, quickly lower onto Block A. Separate, and remove corpse, with tissue, to garbage 


Once I went to Spain and I saw 


a bull fight, At the very end of the fight 


they dragged the bull out of the arena by the 


neck, and I did not like the looks of it, so the next 


time I went to a bull fight I took a toy. At the end 


when they dragged out the bull I turned around and 


played with my toy. 


Jane Epstein 
(1) 


Dougal Haggart (XI) 


Peter Doob (vii) 


Keith McGurrin (iii) 


Valerie Gold (viii) 


11 


Oriental Poetry 


How greedily the old one eats his rice, 

Breathing hoarsely, a stream of spittle at his lips. 
Wizened and tired, he pauses in his labours, 

With lowed head and closed eyes, 

He sees the golden city of the ancients. 


Thrusting further 
Into eternity 
the grave digger 
stands alone. 


The trembling old woman sits on the dirt-eaten curb, 
Her crooked spine wracked by the cough of death, 

Spits out the tattered remains of stale tobacco, 

And ponders her crinkled reflection in the flooded gutter . 


Mellow gongs of deep brass church, bells, 
Sound from steeple after soaring steeple 
And sharp shrill hoots of ruffled owlets 
Call from tree after shadowy tree 

On cool, clear evenings full of music. 


Jacques Colin (xi) ran 
Barbara Goldbloom (x) 


Che green Dragon crying because there are no books left. 
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An Exercise 


in Futility 


‘lwo rabbits stood before a fence. 

"Oh my, oh dear Agnes, I wishI knew what 
was on the other side of this fence, " said the first 
rabbit. 'Just think, there may be luscious green 
lettuce, and carrots, or lovely green grass. This 
side of the fence is hard brown earth, but I'm sure 
the other side is just heaven"'. 

Agnes wiggled her nose contemplatively, and 
drawled, ''Well, I don't know, Mehitabel; it seems 
to me I've already been on the other side of this 
fence. Seems to me the other side wasn't much 
different from this side''. 

"Agnes, please don't be silly. The other side 
of the fence is always nicer than this, Oh, how I 
want to get over. Here, I have an idea. You crouch 
down on the ground, and I'll start back here, and 
run and jump over the fence from your back"', 

With a phenomenal effort, Mehitabel sailed 
over the fence and landed panting on the other side. 

"Well, '' inquired Agnes, ''What is it like on 
the other side?'"' 

"I don't know'', wailed Mehitabel mournful- 
ly. ''How can you ask me such a thing, when any- 
one can see that you're on the other side of the 
fence?"' 

"Oh dear,'' sighed Agnes, 'Just a minute, 
and I'll come over to your side." And she climbed 
over the fence and jumped nimbly down beside 
Mehitabel, ''There,'' she said, ''Now we're both 
on the other side of the fence. Are you satisfied? 
It's exactly the same as the side we were on be- 
fore,"' 

"Agnes, you are impossible! We are not on 
the other side of the fence - you're just trying to 
trick me, after all the years of our friendship, "' 
cried Mehitabel, and with a flip of her tail she 
hopped away in a rage. Agnes could still hear her 
muttering under her breath: 'T wish I could get to 
the other side. Lettuce, andcarrots, and soft 
grass, oh, if only I could just......... ,'' and the 
soft voice faded into incoherence in the distance. 


Katie McClintock (X) 


The Clam-Digger 


The burly clam-digger was bent double like an inch-worm,. As I 
squelched across the flats, he hailed me with a loud ''Hello'' and asked 
me where I was from. When told him 'Montreal, '' he straightened up, 
eyed me queerly, scratched his belly beneath his buttonless sweat- 
soaked shirt and vaguely said ''Oh."' 


Then he bent over again in a loop and went back to picking up the 
clams. As he worked, he roared out a story of how he had once escaped 
from a bad honey-pot just up the beach. While he shouted at me, the in- 
coming tide suddenly poured over the brims of his hipboots which had 
been carelessly folded down. When he felt the water around his ankles, 
an explosion of uncouth language sounded across the flats. Then his un- 
shaven, mud-freckled face broke into a grin as he retreated before the 
tide and bent down to wash his clams. His shirt tail hung out of his mud- 
caked pants which were split all along the seam and held up by a rope 
around the waist. Even after he had washed his grimy hands in the icy 
water of the boiling spring, his jagged nails and cracked knuckles held 
the dirt. Plucking up his load of clams and grunting good-bye, he stag- 
gered up to his pick-up truck with his slay spattered shirt tail flapping in 
the breeze. 


Howard Ransom (X) 


Seclusion 


High-spirited laughter drifts into the empty room 
Where she sits, 

Alone. 

Quietly thinking private thoughts. 

Soon she must leave this peaceful haven, 

This quiet oasis in a tumultous sea of voices endlessly 
Rising and falling. 

A deep sigh escapes her 

As she sits among the coats on the bed. 

The room smells depressingly of fur and moth balls. 
She rises, 

Shakily at first, then straightening determinedly. 
After one last farewell look at her place of refuge, 
She about-faces and lifts her chin. 

Then, with a stiff, unnatural smile carefully planted on her face, 
She walks through the door. 

Faces blur before her eyes, 

Her senses whirl, 

And the sea of voices engulfs her. 


Roanne Cohen (VII) 


The Knight 


Ho, Ho! He cried 
as he tned 

to make a hole 

In the dragon's side 


Ho, Hol Cried he 


as he Swung to the lef 
and Fel} over atiee ......5: stump 


Hee, hee! Shouted him 
@s, by his own whim 
he fought the monster 
0 grave ond gnm 


Oh nel cried we 
When we saw he 
S6 avercome 
Wwehadto run\ 


Now, &@ Moment of silence 
and one of pra 


for he who eee and is lying there 


+o him 

Thot little knight 
Whe fought 

The wicked Aragon 


With all 
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Jane Low Beer (ix) 
Ronald Hier 
Robert Fashler (viii) 


Waste time 

And you will suddenly 
realize 

That life is too short 


Life 


Ignore time 

For time is artificial, 

But you will never understand 
That the reason life is so 


Escape time 

For it is easy to 
Shun artificial things, 
And life will become 


To throw away-dreaming. short Easy. 
Is because you have But life will have no 
Spent half of it--dreaming meaning 


For it is easy to 
Escape something-- 
dreaming 


Kevin Lester(XI) 


The Rat race 


The rat race is a thing 
that most people loathe, 
They curse and denounce it 

with many an oath, 
Then they walk to the door 

and put on their hats, 
Say 'See ya soon Bud' 

and go out racing rats. 


Alfred Gertler (V) 


Nonsense 


Nonsense is so many things, 

Like bats with hats and cats with wings, 
Like Purple rabbits and people's habits, 
Like un-hoofed horses and the un-armed 
forces, 

Nonsense is so many things, 

And the girl on the corner thinks 
Non-sense sings. 


Julie Bruck (II) 
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Max Daxter squirmed restlessly in the enormous green 
leather chair that had been handed down from one gum manufac- 
turing president to the next. He listlessly tapped the tip of his 
pen, which carried on its back in gold lettering ''Daxter's Bubble 
Gum & Co." 


Due to Daxter's serenity and clear mind, the rank of pre- 
sident was not hard to come by, or at least that is what the notice 
of his new office had said. Yes, Daxter was serene, because he 
had nothing in the world to get excited or upset about. Day after 
day, he sat in his office, doodling on the piles of clean white pa- 
per that were complimentary with his rank. 


So as usual, the mounds of paper heaped on Max Daxter's 
desk were clean and white. As Max stared languidly up at the 
ceiling, the hum of the hundreds of typewriters and chattering 
secretaries slowly faded into the shallows of his mind. 


With a kick of his foot, Max set the swivel chair into action, 
Round and round and round it went, like a mad steering wheel. 
Max Daxter's mind began to turn with every orbit of the chair. 


Now the enemy had strapped Max Daxter to the ceiling, so 
that a searing pain ripped through the enormous muscles of his 
well-built back. With a hero's courage, Max restrained himself 
from letting out the screams of agony that racked his body. The 
enemy grabbed his feet, clutching and snarking at them and 
turned him round and round like a mobile! 


Upon seeing how unsuccessful they were at breaking the 
prisoner, the enemy decided that the only thing to do was to shoot 
him. They ripped Max Daxter down from the ceiling and placed 
him against the wall. Max lifted his head heroically, waiting with 
a stoic countenance for the piercing bullets. Rat, tat, tat....Max 
Daxter slumped over, gasping for his last breath. 


Rat, tat, tat, tat, tat! The knocking on the door continued. 
Max Daxter slowly straightened up from his slumped position on 
the green leather chair, and with a voice weak from physical 
trials, he said, ''Come in'', Miss Pritcher, the garrulous se- 
cretary for the Vice-President barged in, her face white with 
fear. 


"I thought you had an accident or something" she gasped. 
"I had to knock for such a terribly long time"she squeaked in her 
soprano voice, 


Gruffly, Max Daxter told her that he was perfectly able to 
handle himself in any situation, without her, even until the point 
of death. Miss Pritcher left in a huff, offended and astounded at 
Max Daxter's attitude towards her. 


Max looked at his watch. There were still three more hours 
before he could leave the office, without feeling guilty about 
going. Carefully, he reconsidered the jobs of the president. He 


The Wars of the Bubble-Gum Manufacturer 


decided that it remained his duty to see that everything was run- 
ning smoothly in the factory, since sooner or later the board 
would be asking him for a report. 


He stood up and walked to the nearest elevator. He went in 
and asked to go to the basement. The factory was kept in the 
basement so that the noise of the machines would not interrupt 
the serious business that the President and the Vice-President 
had to deal with day in and day out. 


Max Daxter strode out of the elevator and into the noise of 
the deafening machines. 


Watch out, Mr. Daxter'', yelled Jack Crock the foreman. 
A cart laden with bubble-gum filled boxes whizzed by, missing 
Max by a half and inch. Well accustomed to such dangers, Max 
Daxter walked on, his heart beat remaining steady! 


Max walked into the room where the warm bubble-gum was 
stretched by machines. Daxter leaned against the wall, hiseyes 
resting intently on the gum, which like a prisoner on the rack, lay 
stretching in agony. The machines groaned. 


Suddenly Max Daxter felt a searing pain in both his legs. 
The enemy, grinning from one ugly side of there hideous faces, 
to the next, slowly turned the groaning wheel of the rack. Daxter 
moaned slightly and a heavy sweat broke out over his body. Pop! 
out came the other leg. Pop, pop! out came both of Daxter's arms. 
Max Daxter lay in agony, but with his infaillible courage, he let 
out a few disjointed remarks! 


"Such is the way of the world.'' With that, the hero fell to 
dusky victory. 

"Stop the machine!'' yelled the foreman. 

''The gum has poped open in four spots! '' 


"You fool, you turned the stretching machine on too high"' 
screamed an angry voice. 


Max Daxter shook himself dazedly. 
"Sorry about the confusion''said the foreman to Daxter." 
"Quite all right'', he muttered. 


Straightening his shoulders, once again Max Daxter walked 
out of the paths of danger! 


Barbie Goldbloom (X) 


Older men declare war. But it is youth that must fight 
and die. And it is youth that must inherit the tribulation, 
the sorrow, and the triumphs that are the aftermath of war. 


-Speech, Republican National 


Convention, Chicago, June 27, 
1944 
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WAR 


The Language of the Great Issues 


"Hello, this is Walter Cronkite at Danang Airbase, reporting for tonight's CBS Viet- 
nam Round-Up. And with me here is General William (Fighting Bill) Gneiss. General Gneiss, 
you've been out here in Vietnam for more than five years, much longer than most other 
Americans now here. From your viewpoint, sir, just how do you view the present situation? "' 


"Well, yes, I'd say the situation is real good as of now."' 


"Would you care to elaborate on that, General? "' 


"Well, judging from our own area here at Danang, the V.C. are taking a real good 
beating . Too bad you weren't here Monday - killed a whole bunch of them just about two miles 
from here. About thirty, as I remember. If we can just keep hitting'em like that, they're 
bound to accept a peaceful solution sooner of later."' 


"Commander, a great deal of criticism has been directed against our men in Viet- 
nam because of bombings of friendly villages by planes which thought they had located Com- 
munist targets."' 


"Well, a certain factor of error can never be completely eliminated, but I think 
we've reduced such incidents to a satisfactory minimum. One of the prime secondary objec- 
tives of our fliers has been to reduce civilian waste as feasible.'' 


"How would you describe the Viet Cong soldier? '' 


"On a professional level, I hold the V.C. fighting man in great esteem. He is tough 
and courageous, and above all, a brilliant strategist. He has a good grasp of the essentials of 
the game, and is an enemy not to be underestimated. 


"In your estimation, General, has the controversial bombing of North Vietnam been 
successful? '' 


"Very successful .I've always been in favour of throwing out our big stuff at the ene- 
my, and it seems that that's what we've finally decided to do. Already, heavy punishment has 
been inflicted on the enemy, and it should be all downhill fighting from here on in."' 


"Thank you, General William Gneiss, and now back to CBS Vietnam Central in New- 
York, for more coverage-in-depth of the Vietnam conflict." 


David Bruck, XI 


An old man sits in solitude, 
His head bending forward, 
His eyes bulging out. 
He dreams of fishing by the sea. 
An executive sits with his feet up o1. «is 
desk. 
He knows what is happening. 
There is no dream in his mind; 
He wants to die. 
Pam Davidson (IX) 
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It was beginning to rain. 


This dark day of June, all was quiet. There wasn't a sound. You could 


hear a pin drop. 
AIEEEEEEEEEE! 


A pin just dropped! The firing pin of a grenade. 


AIEEEEEEEEEE! 


They've won! Well, that's the way the bomb bounces. 
Let's see, what's our game schedule. Ah yes, 
Mon. - Soviet Union, Tue. - China, Wed. - Japs..... 


IL 4 Bombs that is. 


There's been a blackout since May. 


Sweat rolled into his eyes, and his hair clung to his fore- 
head in wet lashes. The pack on his shoulders seemed to weigh 
half a ton, and the muscles in his arms and back and legs throb- 
bed dully, but he pushed himself up from his prone position and 
crawled forward. Right hand, left hand, and drag the legs up; be 
careful, don't run yourself through on a bamboo spike; forget the 
leeches sucking your life out on your legs - you can take them off 
with a lighted cigarette in camp. Just stay alive don't let them 
Victor Charlies get you. Damn the leeches! and the mosquitoes, 
and the mud, black and clinging like some devil that's always 
hungry and feeds on men; filthy, exhausted men crawling through 
jungles because some guy doesn't like some other guy's ideas. 
Damn the whole war and Ouch! damn the mosquitoes. 


"'Eh-eh-eh-eh-eh-eh-eh-eh-eh-eh."' 


Tommy threw himself onto the ground and riddled Jimmy 
with machine gun bullets. 


"Gotcha! Yer dead, Jimmy!" 
‘IT am not! I was in my foxhole!"' 
1 Fee AL 
"You are a liar, 
Your pants are on fire 


Your tongue is as long as a telephone wire!"' 


Betty looked up from her Barbie doll and joined in the 
chant, Barbie's hair was carefully done up in curlers, for she 
was going to meet Betty's Ken doll that evening. 


"I can't play with you any more, It's time for my violin 
lesson .'' Jimmy ran off. 
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Bamie Morgentaler, Grade IV 


"Come on, men, we gotta get that enemy machine gun nest 
before sundown,"' 


Tommy and his gang ran off around the side of the apart- 
ment building, uniformly attired in plastic G.I. helmets and 
scaled-down fatigue jackets, and armed with Mattel's Authentic 
Shoot-'em-down Sub-machine guns. 


Betty watched them disappearing around the corner, sighed 
and remarked to her Barbie doll, J 


'T wish I were a boy; playing war looks a lot of fun."’ 


The soldier slid the pack off his shoulders, squatted against 
a tree, and took a package of damp cigarettes out of his pocket. 


"All's fair in love and war," he said to the cigarette, ''and 
war's a rotten, filthy thing, so what's love?'' He laughed hu- 
mourlessly. The sound was out of place in the humming jungle of 
lush greenness and myriadic life. He laughed again, to hear his 
own voice breaking the subdued hypnotic frenzy of the forest. 

Haha! Hahahahahahahaha! 

Peals of hysterical laughter ripped the heavy air, ripping 
out of the undergrowth and up into the highest trees. The man 
threw his head back and screamed convulsively, 


"War War War War WAR! 


The rifle cracked. The soldier's face froze into a hideous 
expression of mirthless hilarity. He sat up straight, then keeled 
over onto his side. The oriental features of the rifleman relaxed 
as he lowered the gun. 


"A bit crazy, that one, '' he said to his companion, as they 
walked away. 


War in thought 


All is silent on a barren, lifeliss wask; 
The night brings with it a ghostly chill, 
While hungry vines clutch broken stones- 
The tired sun sinks behind a lonely hill. 


Snarled trees stretch begging fingers 
to a cruel and bloody sky- 

When suddenly a sound is heard- 

All who hear it utter a sigh. 


The moon has risen, spreading 
its ghostly path across the land- 
And while the footsteps approach, 


Over the hill march a strange and silent band. 


Cross in hand, the leadress advances, 
As beautiful as the sun in the morn, 
And like the sun she radiates hope- 
Unlike her soldiers so forlorn; 


Succeeding Hope, comes Hatred, 
His face as cold as stone, 

Upon his lips a wicked laugh, 

He marches all alone. 


Sorrow follows Hatred, 

Her eyes filled with tears, 

In her arms a dying babe, 

His body pierced with spears. 


7 » eet 
FORGOTTEN.MEN 
Two minutes a.year we bow, 
And think of those who now 3 
Lie beneath a'small, white cross;\» 
-But we aten \( weeping for, their loss~ 
> “We say; “"Whyweep? ‘The war is.won?'y 
~But they did theirsduty;-is, ours done? 


Neik Waltace / vA) MU 


Behind sorrow trudges Pain, 
His face smeared with blood, 
In his arm he carries a crutch, 
For his legs are made of wood. 


Creeping behing Pain comes Death, 
His body made of bones, 

And from his dark and evil cloak, 
Shine his eyes made of stones. 


Remorse is the one who comes next, 
A sad and dismal sight, 

His ancient face is lined with grief, 
As he trudges through the night. 


The last of this small army, 

Is Fear, a little man 

Who looks back on each step he takes, 
While folly does what she can. 


As the footsteps die in the distance, 

Not a sound is heard through the air, 
But over the horizon will always remain, 
the gleam of Hope's golden hair. 


Nonie Stuart (VII) 


Television is considered a necessity in most modern homes. 
This fact is well exemplified by the existence of two sets in many 
well - to- do homes. This eliminates the probability of any disas- 
ters such as the termination of T.V. viewing resulting from a 
critical breakdown, or varying program interests within the fami- 
ly. This problem of interest might well be resolved were it not 
for the numerous contending networks available. The situation is 
such that, in many areas, particularly in the United States, fana- 
tics can sit point lessly in front of the television set for up to 
twenty hours a day. 


Television is a reflection of the people's minds, This says 
very little for the mentality of our society. When the WHAM! 
POWIE! BANG! CRASH! SMASH! Batman can rise to fame as it 
has, the intellect of the public is surely deficient. The immature, 
unrealistic, and imbecilic essence of this program, like many 
others, is definitely a poor image for those of other worlds such 
as 'My favorite Martian'' Such aimless programs detract from 
the value of the few good ones. 


What actually is the great attraction in television? 

"Ah! Nothing to do. Think I'll watch T.V."' 

"Remember that movie we missed at the Rialto? It's on 
T.V. tonight. Let's watch it." 

"T think I'll just relax and watch T.V. tonight.'' 

"Sorry can't go, we've got to watch Batman tonight, 
eh son,"' 


Television has gradually formed a new society. Radio and 
libraries have declined in importance, and social life has become 
more restricted to home. Inevitable comments against T.V. have 
arisen. The question of its usefullness, or better still its use- 
lessness, is often queried Too much homework is done while 


Let’s Make T.V. Golden 


watching the set. T. V. viewing is often placed first among the 
child's activities. And yet despite the controversy against televi- 
sion, we still watch it, 


Although the present situation is defective, Television still 
has great potential. This potential lies in the power to teach, It 
has been proven the most effective media for learning above that 
of radio, lecture, and print. Therefore television can be of valu- 
able assistance in education, and classroom use is already com- 
ing to fore, 


This ability to teach is a major factor in favour of the con- 
tinuation of television. In order to enhance this capacity, certain 
reforms should be made. Above all, an educated supervision of 
programming should be made so as to stimulate the mind, instead 
of contributing to a weak mentality as at present. This would di- 
minish the wasteful hours of T.V. viewing, while at the same time 
augment its value. 


However, if this ever succeeds, it will not be in the near 
future. The present rivalry between networks greatly hinders a 
move towards educational prominence since people prefer the en- 
tertaining programs. Steps already taken toward educational net- 
works have unfortunately been overshadowed by the numerous 
other stations. 


In view of the above facts, it appears that the "idiot box"' 
might well remain unimproved for many years to come. Shakes- 
peare's familiar quotation from ''TRomeo and Juliet'' adequately 
describes the situation in living rooms throughout the nation: 


"But soft what light through yon ’er window breaks? 
It speaks, and yet says nothing. ° 


"Author! Author!" said St. George 
'Ere the Xmas term was past, 
So the authors drew the public 


And the Book Fair was a blast! 


Besides 


marvellous 
carnivallous 
experience! 


Community service 


Time—too late. 
Goal—to educate the ''under-priviledged'"' 
Tools—the three R's 
Method—tutoring 

Observation Points— 


1) experienced leaders are needed. 


2) time is essential. 


3) the ''Lady Bountiful'' attitude is 
not feaseable. 
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Hockey(boys-the girls are not good enough) 


This has been the third year that St. George's has had 
any hockey teams, but the first in which both have won many 
games. Much of the success of the two teams was due to the 
work done in the previous two seasons. Both teams felt that this 
year's victories were well worth the effort. The play displayed 
a wider knowledge of team hockey under the guidance of coach 
Warren Hale, whose jokes were of utmost importance in mo- 
ments of despair. 


Senior 


The results: 


St. George's 3 Bishops 5 
St. George's 6 Ashbury 3 
St. George's 5 Stanstead 2 
St. George's 2 Selwyn House 0 
St. George's 2 Ashbury 2 
St. George's 2 Selwyn House 5 
St. George's 1 Stanstead 4 


Junior 


The results: 


St. George's 10 Ashbury 2 

St. George's 5 Stanstead 3 

St. George's 1 Selwyn House 9 

St. George's 4 Ashbury 0 

St. George's 2 Selwyn House 3 
3 


St. George's Stantead t 


The renowned Grade XI wishes next year's senior team the best of luck. 
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"Their labour is like that which employs the bees in early 
summer"! but their success is less. The two basketball teams 
finished a second year in their inter-school basketball league 
with three victories, However, the teams presented a brilliant 
display of sharp passing and quick shooting against the taller 
opponents. The teams wish to thank their drummer-boy coach, 
Bill Tyler, for his passionate efforts for victory. Perhaps the 
small success of the basketball teams was due to those hard- 
working feminine athletes who scored so many foul shots. The 
team hopes to get more foul shots next year. 
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"Right, sit down.'' The erect figure, pleasingly rounded in front, walks over to the 
chair, moves it to the geometrical centre of its space and sits down. 


"Quiet, please.'' Then he crosses his legs and gazes out over the rows of heads. His 
brown hair is combed back neatly from his high forehead, and from around the bald inverted V 
over his right eye. That eye and its brother are a round, innocent blue, though dark brows add 
a suggestion of sterness. 

Presently, he looks at his watch, adjusts the ever present index cards and says, 
"Right, now listen, activities today.....'' and thus he ushers in the endless morning. He reads 
the lists of names and pitiless, sees each face sink in despair or, overlooked this once by some 
quirk of fate, brightened with relief. He never fidgets- he merely progresses from card to card 
with measured voice until he arrives at the bottom; he piles them edge to edge and pops them 
into a folder. He is always precise, and it seems utterly impossible that he should ever forget 
a thing. 

Then he rises, picks up his chair, and calls on one class to present the assembly, 
using all his will power to prevent a vote of resignation from creeping into the educated British 
tone. Occasionally if the skit is humourous he will loose all his reserve and double up with 
laughter. His eyes become slits, the long pronounced nose crinkles up, drawing his cheeks 
with it and the firm lips spread helpless from ear to ear. However, if the students do not prove 
themselves those same lips fall into disapproving lines, the dimple in his chin deepens and he 
rises without a word. He marches silently out the door, the folder held high under his arm, as 
upright as if he had never sat down at all. 


CUT OUT FOR YOUR PIN-UP 


Due to Mr. Lester's 
feelings a senti- 
mental note did 
not seem appropri- 
ate for this page. 


the graduates ... 
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MARGIT PAPST 


'T shall return."' 


CLIFF MORHAM 


"Reading is to the mind, what exercise 
is to the body." 


BRIAN SCHERZER 


"Three may keep a secret, if two of 
them are dead.''! 


SUSAN SCOTT 


''There's not a trace upon her face 
Of diffidence or shyness."' 
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KEVIN LESTER 


"Every creature is in a state of war 
by nature."' 


ANN CAWLEY 


"Ann, Ann! Come, quick as you can! 
There's a fish that talks in the frying- 
pan."' 


DAVID BRUCK 


''There is no great genius, without some 
touch of madness."' 
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PETER BENNING 


‘'A man who could make so vile a pun 
would not scruple to pick a pocket."' 


JANE SCHWAB 


"TI couldn't help it. I can resist every- 
thing except temptation." 


HOWARD LAPIN 


"Good my mouse of virtue, answer me,."! 
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JOANNE DAVIDSON 


"Voyaging through the seas of thought, 
alone ."' 


RICHARD LEWIN 


"But I kissed her little sister, and 
forgot my Clementine." 


BRIAN BIELER 


"But what is woman?-only one of 
nature's agreeable blunders." 


ELLEN PARKIN 


In Scarlet town, where I was born, there 
was a fair maid dwellin', made every 
youth cry Well-a-way! Her name was... 
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BILL URWIN 


"In two words: im-possible."' 


DOUGAL HAGGART 


'fyou do unbend your noble strength to 
think ."' 


DIANA KAHANE 


"Fundamental brainwork is what makes 
the difference ."' 


COLIN JACQUES 


"The strife is o'er, the battle done;"' 
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ROBERT BERMAN 


"Every woman should get married- 
and no man."' 


FRANCES CALDER 


"If God had meant man to smoke, He 
would have supplied him with a chim- 
ney.'' 


PATRICK FITCH 


"There is always room at the top.'' 
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EUGENE BLANCHART 


"You can't expect a boy to be vicious 
till he's been to a good school."' 


KATIE TAYLOR 


"We must educate our masters."' 


GERALD ANDREW 


'T had rather be right. than be President." 
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BILL EATON 


"Good people, of every sort, give ear 
unto my song."' 


ROBIN WISE 


"Gentlemen prefer blondes."' 


SUSAN GOLD 


"Man has his will, 
But woman has her way."' 


JULIAN CHIPPING 


"'There was a laughing devil in his 
sneer .'' 
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Been Here and Gone..... 


'59 Carol Freeman graduated from McGill in '64 with a B.A. in the History of Art and following this studied for two years at 
The Institut des Arts Appliqués. She recently (March 20, '66) married Lyon Weidman, a lawyer from Winnipeg who is with the 
Department of External Affairs, Ottawa. 


John R. Shipley took the big step in February of this year with Sue Campbell. (A good friend of Francis Calder.) He is 
working in the queen city for Weldman of Canada and informs us that he misses St. G's because 'Tt was the easiest time of my 
life." 


Ora Hendey married Ronald Chandler (is this the only thing anybody learns at St. George's?) and they are living in 
Toronto. Mrs, Chandler, in all honesty, does not miss St. G's. 


Ronald H. Blumer, in a letter to the green dragon last year stated that he would graduate in June from B.U. with a 
Master's Degree in film production. He has reaffirmed this statement this year so we hope he makes it. Ronnie is looking forward 
to a full-time job with the National Film Board after graduation. 


'6l Helena Frei left the hallowed halls of McGill with a B.A. in '65 and is now living in London, England. She is working in 
public relations for the National Dairy Council in London, ''Great fun,"' 


Andrew J. Mutch is living in Toronto and working for the Toronto Dominion Bank as a job accountant. He really misses 
Montreal. 


The editors felt that any alumna who could compare St. G's to a school for deaf and retarded children in Ciudad Kennedy, 
Bogota, Columbia, deserved to be immortalized on these pages. Julie O'Donnell writes: 


"I arrived in Bogota on March lst, and I am working in a school of deaf 
and retarded children in Ciudad Kennedy (which I've heard is the largest Barrio 
in Latin America - 120,000, but I'm not sure), about 20 minutes outside of Bo- 
gota. The school was started by another Peace Corps volunteer who will leave in 
June, when I will become teacher, which is a pretty frightening thought. At the 
moment the school has fifteen pupils, but we have just succeeded in gettinga new 
house for me and the school, so we'll have room to expand. I'll’be here for the 
next two years, during which time we hope to have the school operating very 
much like St. George's and run entirely by Colombians. Even now it is run by a 
Junta of the parents. I think I learned a lot about people and problems at St. 
George's that will help me during the next two years. 


'63 Gabrielle Moquette ''trotted down'' to Rhode Island with a four year scholarship to major in micro-biology. She found the 
atmosphere depressing and returned to Montreal. She is presently majoring in Graphic Communication and Design at Ecole des 
Beaux Arts. The summer of '65 she spent at an art school in Mexico studying mural painting. Gabby will spend the summer of '66 
learning a different syllabus since she plans to be married and she and her husband will be moving into vieux Montréal. 


‘64 Peter Yearwood, against whose principles it is to miss St. George's writes from Bishop's: 


Your form could not have arrived at a more opportune time for me to in- 
dulge my vanity and pamper my ego in reply toit. Just last night I was presented 
with a "hero medal"' by the Literary and Debating Society and also with the 
Intra-Mural Debating Troph, which I had managed to win by a combination of 
sharp dealing and fast talking. I have also been able to insinuate myself onto the 
editorial staff of the newspaper where I specialize in hatchet jobs and such like. 
Other activities include dramatics, Model Parliament, and Philosophic Society; 
but right now my main activity could be considered trying to come from behind 
and take six exams. My courses, in this my second year, are Greek, German, 
two Histories, and two Englishes. I am thinking of going into honours History 
next year . But first...''How to learn Classical Greek in 24 hours and still retain 
your Sanity.'’ In Charlie Brown's expressive phrase: ''AAUGHH!"' 

Yours somehow or otherly, 
Peter J. Yearwood 


Peter Yearwood 
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Val Harding 


John Dixon, who misses St. G's especially at exam 
time, will be working in Northern Ontario with a geology 
field party this summer. He did the same kind of thing last 
summer in the Gaspe. Asked if he had any pets, his answer 
"One in Particular..."' 


Stuart Scully graces McGill with his presence. 


Val Harding is attending McGill and is in second year Science, taking all 
sorts of biology subjects. She informs us that she is a happy spinster at eigh- 


Vicki Sandys Keator is presently taking Bachelor of 
Commerce at McGill, (She was treasurer of the Student 
Council in '63). She will have finished second year, 
ished in more ways than one."' 


“fin- 


Joanne Cohen, aftera try at working asa parlour maid 
for the CPR at Lake Louise, Alberta, will spend this sum- 
mur at Caen, France. 


From Roy Kaufman, who is attending Clark University, in Worcester, Mass. 'T just want to encourage all those who are 
lucky readers of the green dragon that the world will take a turn for the better when I become dictator. In pursuit of this end I am 
now a sociology major.'' Roy adds that besides his teddy bear, his brother Howard (St. G's '63) is his only other pet. 


Cathy Shavick plans to become a kindergarten teacher when she finishes college and might even teach at St. George's "'if 
they'll take me'', At the moment she is at Mills College of Education in New York City. 


Michael Jutting is in grade 12 at Montreal High and is "hating almost every minute of it'' He intends ''again"' to go to 
college next year. Mike adds as a post scriptum that Mr. Heney should please return his three S.F. novels. 


John Thorpe, dictator at St. G's in '65 is now at McGill: 


‘It is an interesting phenomenon that St. George's is invariably appre- 
ciated more after graduation than during the high school years. University, 
however is a different situation, One either appreciates professors etc., or not, 
and it is reasonably easy to become one of the 15% of first year Arts students 


who fail. 


I must admit that university is more fulfilling than St. George's, but oc- 
casionnally I have an uncontrolable desire to come back and see the place.I just 


lie down till it goes away..."' 


Ivanna Edwards is ''studying'' at Boston University in their school of Public Com- 
munication, in order to major in journalism, I suppose''. Ivana is rather surprised to 
find herself thinking of St. George's with pleasure rather than pain... 


In 1964 eleven of the fifty alumni responded to le 


for this section. Mr. Hope 
informed the editor that this was 22%. This year nineteen «1 the seventy-eight replied and 
we have figured out ourselves that this is 24%- thus we are a product of education 70. 
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Ivanna Edwards 


Good-Bye Mr. Chips 


A COLLECTION OF LETTERS FROM FORMER TEACHERS 


Pre-School Gym 


Mrs; Alison Mack Gray taught the pre-school Mrs. Trude Sekelj once taught St. Georgians P.T. in the 
at St. G's from 1933-42 qualifying as one of the attic of the old school, At the present she is teaching a few chil- 
oldest former staff members. She lives dren's classes, but mostly instructs classes for expectant moth- 
in Edinburg, Scotland and devotes most of her time ers. 
to volunteer activities. 

Mrs. Warren Reid once acted as assistant to Mrs. Milly Neuhaus is very involved in cultural affairs, 
Miss Dalgarde in the kindergarten at St. G's and is both here and abroad, and she reports on these events for the Ca- 
presently operating her own fine arts nursery nadian German newspaper ''Montrealer Zeitung". 


Science Elementary School 


Mrs, G.F.S. Davis is living in Ottawa and teaching elemen- 
tary school music. Five years ago Mrs. Wilcox Stuart taught 
grade 5 at St. George's and is now occupied as wife and mother 
in St. Rose. 


Teaching physics to first year pre-meds and third 
year electronics students is Mr. P.D.P. Smith. The Smith 
name continues at St. George's via his daughter and former 
student Harriet Smith-Latin teacher. (Who didn't reply to 


; ' 
Gor ialumn Letter) Mrs, Kathleen Banasid teaches literature and history at 


Bishop Whelan High School in Lachine, Quebec. 


F h Former parent as well as teacher Mrs. A.S. Keator is 
renc director of Clouds Hill Camp - Colline Aux Nuages, and at the 
same time is finishing up her M.A, thesis and starting her Phd. 
("for heaven sake don't ask me why-can't figure it out myself") 


Mademoiselle Gourdon, qui est maintenant maitresse d'internat 
du Collége Marie de France a enseigné le francais aux classes élé- F: e 
mentaires il y a quatre ans. Elle nous envoie ses félicitations. A d o t t St 
Miss Judy Andison, having received her Master of Arts degree in m InIs fda 1ve a 
French, will be teaching again- though she does not know where. She 
received her degree from the University of Manitoba. 


As well as working in the office Sandra Warren 
Valdmanis helped with industrial arts. She lives in Montreal 


H istory with her husband and child. 


Many students will remember Mr, Schlipper's pre-education 70 history and geography courses. He writes.... 


If I know the grapevine at all, it will come as no news to you that I finally took the plunge in January and got married, I have 
been very lucky. Anne is a wonderful woman, and as you might expect she is an excellent cook. She is also a psychologist for 
children. So it doesn't do me any good. Despite what you might think! Anyway, we've been married for over two months and we 
haven't had a fight yet. Perhaps I'm getting mellow with middle age. 

The only complaint I have is that my old bachelor den has had to undergo a radical face-lifting. I have been sanding floors, 
painting walls, building furniture, tiling floors and - horrors - I have spent a fortune on curtains. I always worked on the principle 
that if people wanted to peek in through my windows I didn't mind if they did it quietly, but Anne is fussier than I am. 

I am still working on my PH.D. Thesis. It will be ready next year for my own private centennial. At the same time, I am 
teaching the cadets down at the College Militaire de St-Jean. I drive down there two mornings a week. Yes - I have acquired a car 
and have at long last learned how to drive it.I am always astonished that when other cars see me coming they don't get off the road 
entirely, Little do they know their peril. 


I have some questions: 

a) Has anyone knocked Shavik down yet? Why not? 

b) Does Compton still draw horses on anything that will stand still long enough? 

c) Has Dowie been beaten into line yet? 

d) Would those of you who still have some of my books please return them? Thank you, 
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If a green dragon’s epidermis 


Were less permanent than a rhinoceros’, 


He’d shop en famille, os 
yy 


In a store he could feel, 
Would redeem the noble status 


St. Georgius laid flattus. 


HOLT RENFREW 


Fashions for Teens and Pre-Teens 


as well as parents. 


Rockland ¢ Dorval e Place Ville Marie « Fairview - Pointe Claire 
Sherbrooke at Mountain 
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FOR ALL YOUR OFFICE 
REQUIREMENTS 


CALL THE MAN FROM 
OE 


OFFICE EQUIPMENT CO. OF CANADA 


BEAVER HALL HILL /LAGAUCHETIERE ST, MONTREAL TEL 861- 9401 


Canada’s largest life 
insurance company in- 
vites ambitious high 
MOST LIKELY TO SUCCEED school and university 
graduates to consider 
The student who makes good use of P 
the services of the B of M gives him- the unlimited career 
self a big boost towards ultimate +4: 
success. Regular depositsina Bof M opportunities at Sun 
Savings Account will build you a fi- Life of Canada. 


nancial reserve for future opportu- 


nities ; while proper use ofa Personal The staff of the 
Chequing Account * " 
will keep your &- MY BANK Employment 


nances in line. Sec S— Office, Room 
yornsnooutoot [ETI] 320, Sun Life 
Building, Mont- 
BANK OF MONTREAL real, will be . 
ete aac ied nisaced'te sa 
interview wh ae Rs ‘died a eet ell 
members na iia 
of your 
graduating 
class. 


SUN LIFE 


ASSURANCE COMPANY OF CANADA 


A MUTUAL COMPANY 


Westmount Branch; J. 8. ENGLAND, Manager 
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Compliments of 


GREENBERG'S 


DEPARTMENT STORES 


(1962) LIMITED 


COMPLIMENTS 


OF 


DECKELBAUM BROS. LTD 


_. for the new and the unusual 


Compliments of La Salle 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Hogan, McCuaig, and Hood, 


Consulting Geologists 


455 Craig St. West, Suite 502, 


Montreal 
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school? Birks’ comprehensive selection 
represents most well-known 

schools and colleges across 

Canada. Here, you will find rings, 

pins, cuff link and tie bar sets, 

identification bracelets 

and other insignia. . . 

each item bearing an 

authentic crest. 


BIRKS 


JEWELLERS Sketches and estimates 
will be gladly submitted, 


without obligation. 


P.S.ROSS & PARTNERS 


MANAGEMENT CONSULTANTS 


MONTREAL : PLACE VILLE MARIE -7481 
OTTAWA : 90 SPARKS STREET -9662 
QUEBEC : = -008!1 
TORONTO H -8281 
VANCOUVER: "2844 
WINNIPEG : -3426 


MEMBER: CANADIAN ASSOCIATION OF MANAGEMENT CONSULTANTS 


MEMBER: M.T.M. ASSOCIATION FOR STANOARDOS AND RESEARCH 


WITH THE beit aa 
peer DRINK 


COMPLI MENTS OF CAL CulG 


A A R O L D T A U B LT D e Both Coca- Cola aa ‘Coke are registered trade marks 


which identify only the product of Coca-Cola Ltd. 


TeL. LAFONTAINE 6-9447 


darlene 


of canada 
Division OF KNITTED OUTERWEAR MILLS LTD 
5455 IBERVILLE ST. MONTREAL, QUE 


A GOOD BOOK IS THE 


NOBLEST WORK OF MAN 


Compliments 


of 


HARVEST HOUSE LIMITED 
THE CHILDREN’S CORNER 


a pleasant shop 1364 Greene Avenue, 
Montreal 6, P. Q. 


1350 Greene Ave. Westmount PUBLISHERS 
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Congratulations 
to the 

Men and Women 

Who Will Make 


Tomorrow 


BRUCK MILLS LIMITED 


MONTREAL . TORONTO . WINNIPEG . VANCOUVER 


OL. 5-5555 WE. 5-4884 
TELS. OL. 5-1634 


ie WESTMOUNT GENEVA PASTRY 


REGISTERED 


| ANDRE PERRET, PROP. 


1309 GREENE AVENUE, WESTMOUNT, QUE. 


“La qualité est notre premier souci™ 
“Quality is our first concern” 


La Seigueurie de Boucherville 


BOUCHERVILLE DEVELOPMENTS LTD. Compliments of 


MR. & MRS. MAURICE SCHOUELA 


c.P. 48 
Dave Sciortino LONGUEUIL, P.Q. 


DAVIDSON'S 


COMPLIMENTS 


Pure Food Products Ltd. 


Quality Jams, Jellies 


and Marmalades 


6496 Upper Lachine Road 


Montreal 
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tie Ohman’s Jewellers 


1216 Greene Ave. Westmount 
Established 1899 
Watches For Graduation 
WE 3-4046 WE 3-4376 


THE 
REAL SHOE SHOP 


TONY FARGNOLI, Prop. 


Work done while you wait 
Shoe renovated | ike new by an 
entirely New Process 
SHOES MADE TO ORDER 
We use Highest Quality Materials 


1346 GREEN AVENUE TEL. : 935-2993 


fine 


Coorsh delicatessen 


products 


S. Coorsh & Sons Ltd. 


Gummed Papers Limited 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Uren Mn and Mes 
R Peibes Joseph Rapoport 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Compliment of a friend M.. and Mes 
Fie ae Se 


Howarth’s 
(ESTABLISHED FOR OVER 30 YEARS) 


CLOTHING & FURNISHINGS 


for 


BOYS and YOUNG MEN 


imported and domestic 


also 


@ CUSTOM TAILORS 
@ HABERDASHERS 
@ MADE TO MEASURE CLOTHINGS 


Howarth’s of Canada Limited 


1444 ST. CATHERINE ST. WEST 
861-9243 MONTREAL 285, P.Q. 861-9244 
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Nicks Peete Montreal's Finest Home Heating Service 


star lome 


HEATING OIL 


Fill-O-Matic Delivery — Free Burner Service 


FARQUHAR ROBERTSON 


For the Personal Touch 
(See George) 
LIMITED 


Cold Meats Sold by the Pound 
Phone 935-0019 5250 WESTERN AVE. PHONE: 481-0371 


Le “GREEN DRAGON REVIEW” fait appel a tous les étudiants de St. Georges pour 
contribuer a la réalisation du plus ardent désir de Mme Falconer, celui de traverser les 
Pyrenees. Envoyez vos sous 4 Vanessa Compton, rédactrice en chef 1967. 


COMPLIMENTS Compliments 


OF of 
the gdr staff 1966 a end 
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Congratulations 


to 


THE CLASS OF '66 


SEAFORTH PHARMACY 


PRESCRIPTION SPECIALISTS 


Cosmeticians 


Seaforth Medical Bldg., Cote Des Neiges 


935-2441 McGregor 


The male figure of St. George's 


Thanks go to: 

our candid photographers whose pockets we 
robbed in the process; 

Our typists Mrs. Lester & Mrs. Sciortino, 
(the rest was done by two-fingered 

gdr staff members) 

our graduates’ 

photographer, Baby Charm studio; 

Canada Wide Feature Service; 

and our faithful subscribers. 


A special thanks goes to Mrs. Watt, Mrs. 
Leonard and Mrs. Francis in the office 
for their valuable assistance. 
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This book is dedicated to all those 


who open to this page first. 
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